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"That probably could have gone better." 


The single statement hung in the air between the two men as the black BMW tooled down the highway, passing 
its fair share of other cars in the darkness. The driver, despite the years he'd spent terrified of the simple 
act of getting behind a wheel, was cutting around those slower than he as smoothly as any veteran motorist. 
Every now and then, he would cast a quick glance at his passenger, who was looking moodily out of his window. 
His hair, which had begun the night in its usual gravity-defying style, was now mostly hanging limp to his 
shoulders. A few locks were still standing, giving him the appearance of a porcupine that had come out badly in 


a fight. 


Under other circumstances, Jonathan might have found it funny. 


"| don't think we'll be invited back," he said. 


"| could give a fuck," was the reply. It was hardly more than a primitive grunt. Jon fought to keep from rolling 
his eyes. 


"What was that all about, anyway?" He swerved around an off-duty taxi-cab, the driver of which gave him a 
well-practiced middle finger. He would have gladly returned it if his tinted windows were rolled down. When he 


didnt get an answer, he turned once again to his passenger. "Wayne?" 

"What?" he snapped back, still staring out of the window like a petulant teen-ager. 
"The fight. What started it?" 

"| don't fucking want to tak about it" 


"What the fuck? Just tell me why | came back from the john to find three guys holding you back from kicking 


the shit out of someone." 


Wayne only growled and hunkered even farther down into his seat. Jon supposed that if looks could kill, the 
scenery would be dying in the wake of the glare he was throwing out that window. He gripped the steering 
wheel and tapped a frustrated rhythm with his thumbs. After a few moments of this, Wayne turned his glare 


towards him. 


Jonathan looked over at him coolly, and wasn't surprised to see that the shiner under his right eye was 
swelling up already. At least his lip had stopped bleeding, but it would be a while before he would be able to 
yawn without it splitting open again. Or sing for that matter. 


Fucker. 


Jon supposed that what had happened tonight was partly his fault. They had been in the studio all night, 
tweaking the song they were doing together, when he had suggested they go out and do something else before 
they drove each other crazy. Being cooped up in a recording studio with someone can wear on a person's 
nerves. Wayne had been perfectly content to sit in an uncomfortable chair and twist little knobs all night, but 


Jon was not. It had taken some doing, but he had managed to convince him in the end. 


As it had turned out, it had been a bad idea. He didn't know Wayne would drink as much as he had. He was 
amicable enough, until a few friends of an acquaintance of Jon's had turned up. No less than four of them, 


already buzzed when they walked through the door, and all of them gay. 


He wasn't sure what was going to happen when they approached the two, but Jonathan thought the situation 
was well under control after a few minutes. Wayne was polite, if reserved, and didn't seem to take exception to 
them being there. Jon had left the table to visit the restroom, and by the time he'd come back, it seemed all 


hell had broken loose. Wayne was being restrained by three other people from a near-by table and was holding 


what looked like half a pool cue. The other half lay on the floor, where it had fallen after he had broken it over 
one of their spontaneous guest's head. It had taken a lot of fancy verbal footwork on Jon's part to get Wayne 
out of the situation without a pair of handcuffs around his wrists. 


And now here they were; drumming down the highway, lucky not to be sitting in a police station Even though 
he didn't dare take his eyes off the road for more than a few seconds at a time, he could still feel Wayne's 
glare on the side of his face. He was beginning to resent it. After all, he hadn't done anything wrong. 


"You want to quit giving me the evil eye and tell me what the fuck is up?" No answer, but he did turn his 
glare back out the window. That was something, at least. "Well?" 


Ase 
"No? ‘Not what?" 

"No, | don't want to tell you what the fuck is up’ 
"Why the fuck not?" Jon was starting to get irritated 


"Because... Jonathan.. | don't want to fucking talk about it” He must be hitting a nerve. Wayne didn't use 


someone's name in that tone unless he was getting fed up with them. 


Jon snorted and turned his gaze back to the road, clenching his jaw. "Fine," he said in a tight, controlled voice. 


"Be a dick. Why do | give a fuck about your stupid fucking tantrums?" 


That got Wayne's attention again. He whipped his head around to glare at Jonathan, who returned the look. Jon 
saw him clench his hand into a fist, but wasn't particularly worried about being hit. Wayne was drunk and 


belligerent, but not so far gone enough as to hit him while he was driving. 
"What did you fucking call me?" 


"A dick, a cock, a penis, male fucking genitalia. Do | need to get you a thesaurus? Or draw you a picture?" Jon 
knew he was winding him up, but he was beyond caring by this point. The entire night had been a disaster, and 
not knowing what had happened back at the bar was just the icing that topped off the whole cake. 


For his part, Wayne was only holding his temper by the thinnest of margins. If they hadn't been driving at the 
time, he would have hit Jon with no hesitation whatsoever, friend or not. He really didn't know why the other 
man was being so persistent about this topic. He just wanted to go home, fall into bed and forget this entire 
night had even happened. 


‘Call me whatever you want, Jon. | don't care." He turned back to the window, trying to keep the urge to punch 
him in check. He liked Jon, he really did. Most of the time, they got along quite well. But when they didn’t... well, 
they'd had their fair share of heated arguments. It had never come to blows before, but then, Wayne hadn't 


ever been this drunk when it happened, either. Just the fact that he didn't rise to Jon's bait was testament to 
the fact that he respected the other man immensely. Anyone else calling him those things to his face would 
have been introduced to his fist.. repeatedly and intimately. 


Jonathan was silent for a few moments. The sudden change in Wayne's mood had him very curious, and now he 
was unsure of how to proceed. Usually when he was drunk, Wayne could be counted on for a good argument. 
This new passive attitude was a total change. He was beginning to think that something really did happen that 
he didn't want to discuss, instead of just being regular old belligerent, drunken Wayne. 


"Sorry, man. | guess if you don't want to talk about it, we won't talk about it" 


Wayne glanced at him from the corner of his eye, the very picture of mistrust, but when he saw Jonathan 
was sincere, he simply sighed and rubbed the tender spot below his eye. There was a small gash there, and it 
was sure to bruise to a lovely purple if he was lucky. If he wasn't, it would be swollen shut by tomorrow 
morning. Who knew that wiry little guy could put that much force behind his fist? Well, it wasn't like he'd come 
out of it the worst. 


His lip lifted in an unconscious snarl as he remembered the whole ugly scene. If they had just left him alone, it 


wouldn't have happened. He winced when the cut on his bottom lip split open and started bleeding once more. 


"Fuck," he swore quietly, dabbing at the wound with his finger. That stung, and only seemed to irritate him 
more than anything. With a scowl, he wiped his hand none-too-gently across his lip, succeeding only in tearing 
it further and causing it to bleed even more. 


Jon looked over at him and wordlessly reached over his lap to flip the glove compartment open. Inside was a 
small travel-sized packet of tissue. Wayne took one, also saying nothing. He managed to get the bleeding under 
control, but didn't dare take the tissue away in case doing so would start it up again. So he sat looking out the 


window again, holding a wadded tissue up to his face, and they continued to ride in silence. 


The silence was becoming almost overwhelming. Jon didn't know why he'd decided to come out this far into LA. 
Neither of them lived that close. Hell, the studio they were working at was all the way in Long Beach, and here 
they were, halfway home from fucking Anaheim. Jonathan silently promised himself that next time he took 
Wayne out drinking, he'd stay a little closer to home. Or better yet, he'd just buy him some Fighting Cock and 


let him get wasted at home. At least he wouldn't be stuck in a car with him for over an hour. 


Wayne didn't like the silence any more than Jonathan did, but he wasn't about to say anything to break it. That 
would mean conversation, and he wasn't in the mood to talk If Jon sensed a weakness in his resolve to keep 
quiet, he would try to press the issue. 


Wayne cast sideways glances at Jonathan every now and then, gauging the emotional weather on his face. He 
could tell Jon was still pissed that he wouldn't talk, but he knew he wouldn't push him anymore about it. Wayne 
didn't know if he was relieved or not. On one hand, he really didn't want to discuss what had started the fight. 
But on the other.. well, he didn't really know. Something compelled him to want to talk about it, nonetheless. 


Oh Christ, | want to talk about shit thats bothering me. | should be in fucking Metallica.. 


Despite himself and probably due to the large amount of alcohol he'd consumed during the night, he couldn't 
help but let out a drunken giggle at that thought. Jonathan looked over at him, one eyebrow raised. Wayne 
wasn't smiling; didn't even look amused, but there was no doubt he was giggling. That someone could giggle and 
not look like they were was something Jon wouldn't have known was possible until he'd seen it. It was more 


than a little unnerving. 
"Something?" he ventured after clearing his throat to get Wayne's attention. 


Wayne looked up at him as if he'd forgotten he was there-or more accurately, as if he hadn't expected 
Jonathan to notice him. For just a moment, Jon thought he might say something, but he only shook his head 
and took the bloody tissue away from his swollen lip. The bleeding had stopped again, for now. He stared at the 
blood that had blossomed the tissue with a slightly glazed, fixed stare that was doing even less to set Jon's 
mind at ease than his giggling had done. 


"Did you know blood isn't actually red until it hits the open air?" he said. It was so random that at first, Jon 
wasn't even sure he had heard him correctly. 


"Um, yeah, actually, | did" 
"Cool, huh?" 
"Yeah... You okay?" 


"Oxidization and hemogoblins, or something... | dunno. It's a funny word, | know that." Another drunken giggle 
followed this statement, and Jon finally understood that he was trying to keep his lip from splitting open again, 
which accounted for the stoniness of his face. This made him feel somewhat better. Only somewhat, because 


he still didn't know what he was going on about, or why. 
"Um, Wayne.. dude, what are you talking about?" He wasn't mad at him anymore, he was now only concerned, 


"Ever wonder what it looks like when it's inside you?" Wayne wasn't even paying attention to him now. He was 


studying his fingers, as if he might catch a glimpse of his blood through the layers of skin and muscle. 


"Not really.. | think the less | see of it, the better." Jon was watching him carefully out of the corner of his 
eye. He knew he should be keeping most of his attention on the road, but something about Wayne's demeanor 
was unsettling him. He was even now making plans in case he had to make a quick stop on the side of the road. 
Carefully, he edged the car into the right-most lane and dropped down to a more cop-friendly speed of 10 
mph. 


Wayne wasn't even paying attention He was now frowning down at his hands. They were shaking slightly, and 


the knuckles of his right hand were swollen. Jon was glad he'd gotten to the fight in time, or things would have 
been much worse. He hadn't been able to get a real good look at the other guy, but he reckoned he looked a 
good deal worse than Wayne did. 


While he was occupied with his own physiology, Jon sized him up with a brief, sweeping glance. The most 
obvious thing about him-his hair-didn't attract as much attention to itself now that it wasn't screaming up 
from his head any longer. His brows were furrowed as he concentrated on his hands, his bottom lip sticking 
out in an involuntary pout from the swelling. Even now, obviously drunk and bruised up, he didn’t look like 
someone he wanted to cross. This image of Wayne was so counter to what he knew of him that he almost 
could believe this was a different person He was usually quiet, reserved, and almost exceedingly polite. But get 


a few beers in him, and he turned into this... whatever it was. 


Jonathan suddenly had a moment of clarity, and realized this must have been what the other guys in his band 
had to put up with from him for so many years. 


Karma’ a bitch, and it looks lke she's in heat, he thought morosely. Sorry, guys, I knew not what the fuck | was 
doing. 


Wayne was no longer studying his hands. They now lay limply in his lap, and he was back to staring out the 
window. His forehead rested against the glass, and if it wasn't for the fact that his eyes were open, he would 
have thought him asleep. Jon's concern began to creep back. It was this sudden stillness that usually led to a 
bout of vomiting, and he'd be fucked if he'd let him retch on his leather upholstery. 

"You okay over there?" he asked, taking a glance at him every few seconds. 

"Mmh," was the only reply. 

"Dude, you're not going to puke, are you?" 

"Mine." 

"Seriously, if you're going to throw up, tell me now and I'll pull over." 


"lm not going to puke, l'm fine," Wayne said, much more clearly than either of his first two attempts. "I'm just 


tired." 
"IIl bet," Jon said, mostly to himself. 


Wayne must have heard, because he gave him an exasperated look. "I just want to get home and get into bed. 


Okay? A somewhat normal ending to shitty fucking day. Alright?" 


"Sure, fine." 


More silence then. Wayne's eyes were now closed, but somehow Jon knew he wasn't asleep. He decided that, 
rather than bother him anymore, he would just leave him to his own thoughts. Besides, he was growing tired 
of arguing with him anyway. Maybe he'd get lucky and he would fall asleep. 


After a few minutes, that was exactly what happened. He was snoring very faintly, and his head seemed to be 
gravitating towards the dashboard. Jon reached out and gently put a hand on his shoulder, pushing him back 
until he leaned against the head rest. His head fell back and his snores became just a little bit louder. Despite 


himself, Jon couldn't help but let out an amused chuckle. 


They rode for another half an hour without incident. Jonathan was beginning to think he would sleep the whole 
way home. Now at least he could concentrate on the road, instead of worrying about Wayne's odd behavior and 
mood swings. And while he was still upset that he still didn't know what had started that fight, he would 
rather concentrate on getting home for the time being. There was plenty of time to ask him what happened 
after he had sobered up. 


They were coming up on an exit, and as they approached, the car that had been riding Jon's rear bumper 
suddenly put on a burst of speed and cut around them. Almost too late, Jon managed to avoid getting 
sideswiped, but not without twisting the steering wheel and pressing on the brake. Tires squealed and a horn 
blared somewhere behind them, and when Jon righted the car, Wayne's head slid off the headrest and collided 
with the window with a thud 


Wayne let loose string of unintelligible mutterings that might have been curses is some foreign language and 
raised his head, rubbing the sore spot. He blinked around and, finding himself still in the car and not home in 
bed, glared and slumped back down in the seat. 


"Sorry about that," Jonathan said. "Some dickhole cut us off 


Wayne grunted and touched the tender spot gingerly with his fingertip. "Probably because he was sick of 


following you. You drive like an old woman, Davis." 


Jon gave him a raised eyebrow and stepped harder on the gas, bringing it back up to a very illegal 80 mph. 
This seemed to satisfy Wayne, and he wedged himself into the corner of his seat so he was propped up and no 
longer in danger of being flung into the window again. But instead of closing his eyes and going back to sleep, he 
regarded Jon with a steady, if slightly unfocused, gaze. 


"So, you probably want to know what happened back there, huh?" he ventured. 


Jonathan looked at him, surprised. When Wayne merely lifted an eyebrow, he said, "I thought you didn't want to 
talk about it?" 


| might as well get it over with now. | know you'll be asking me about it sooner or later. And it's easier to get 


shit out of me when I've been drinking. Just ask Tamsin" 


Jon couldn't help but smirk at that. "Okay, yeah, | do want to know what happened back there. Care to tell me?" 
"Well, first off, | should tell you that... /m not gay," Wayne said, earning another look of surprise from Jon 

"| know that, man," he said 

"You should have told your little friends, then" 

"What? You mean.. they came on to you?" He was trying to keep a straight face. 

"No. | mean.. they were trying to rape me. Only, you know... in public, and with their clothes on’ 

"So they were coming on to you?" 


"| don't know what their deal was. | told them to fuck off a couple times, but yeah... And then | got into a fight. 
And you know the rest." 


"Actually," Jon began, “that doesn't really explain much. So, you were pissed off because they were coming on 


to you, so you punched one of them?" 


"No! | was pissed off because | don't like dick and he kept trying to convince me that | did by trying to put my 
hand down the front of his pants." 


"No shit?" Despite the situation, which was obviously not funny to Wayne, he was seriously having trouble 


keeping his amusement from showing. 
"Does that answer your question?" 


"Yeah... | get it now," Jon said, finally managing to sober up enough to answer. "Sorry | gave you such a hard 


time about it." 
"Just promise me something." 
"What?" 


"Dont leave me alone with your friends ever again" 


"Deal." 


